216 road—as Durrell and his friend had met on the way to
Mystras. The war will not only change the map of the
world but it will affect the destiny of every one I care
about. Already, even before the war had broken out, we
were scattered to the four winds, those of us who had
lived and worked together and who had no thought to
do anything but what we were doing. My friend X, who
used to be terrified at the very ixiention of war, had volun-
teered for service in the British Army; my friend Y, who -
was utterly indifferent and who used to say that he would
go right on working at the Bibliotheque Nationale war
or no war, joined the Foreign Legion; my friend Z, who
was an out and out pacifist, volunteered for ambulance '
service and has never been heard of sincej some are in
concentration camps in France and Germany, one is rot-
ting away in Siberia, another is in China, another in Mex-
ico, another in Australia. When we meet again some will
be blind, some legless, some old and white-haired, some
demented, some bitter and cynical. Maybe the world will
be a better place to live 1%maybe it'll be. just the same,
maybe it'll be worse than it is now—who knows? The.
strangest thing of all is that in a universal crisis of this
sort one instinctively knows that certain ones are doomed
and that others will be spared. With some, usually the
shining, heroic figures, one can see death written in their
facesj they glow with the knowledge of their own death.
Others, whom one would normally think of as worthless,
in the military sense, you feel nevertheless will become
hardened veterans, will go through hell's fire unscathed
and emerge grinning, perhaps to settle down in the old
routine and amount to nothing. I saw the effect of the
last war on some of my friends in America; I can see the
effect which this one will produce even more clearly. One
thing is certain, I thought to myself—the chaos and con-
fusion which this war is engendering will never be reme-

